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o'clock, and Swinburne liked to arrange to meet me
half-way between that monument and his owp
lodgings. One of Swinburne's peculiarities was an
extreme punctuality, and we seldom failed to meet on
the deserted northern pavement of Great Coram
Street. But although the meeting was of his own
making, and the person to be met a friend seen every
day, if I stood a couple of yards before him silent, he
would endeavour to escape on one side and then on
the other, giving a great shout of satisfaction when at
length his eyes focused on my face.

He was very fond of talking about his feats of
swimming and riding as a boy, and no other poet
has written about the former exercise with so much
felicity and ardour:

As one. that ere a June day rise

Makes seaward for the dawn^ and tries
The water nith. delighted limbs^
That tastes the sweet dark sea, and swims

Right eastward under strengthening skies.
And sees the gradual rippling rims

Of wares whence day breaks blossotu-wise
Take fire ere light peer well above*
And laughs from all his heart with love ;

And soft Her swimming? with, raised kead>
Feels the full flower of morning shcil,

And fluent sunrise round him rolled,

That laps and laves Ms body bold
With fluctuant heaven in water's stead,

And urgent through the growing gold
Stri&es, and sees all the spray flash red.